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been greater to us than it was to our servants; for
the highwaymen in France do not always give a
traveller the civility of bidding him stand and deli-
ver his money, but frequently fire upon him first,
and then take his money.
We stayed one day at Amiens, to adjust this little
disorder, and walked about the town, and into the
great church, but saw nothing very remarkable
there; but going across a broad street near the great
church, we saw a crowd of people gazing at a mounte-
bank doctor, who made a long harangue to them with
a thousand antic postures, and gave out bills this
way, and boxes of physic that way, and had a great
trade, when on a sudden the people raised a cry,
Larron, Larron, (in English, Thief9 Thief,) on the
other side the street, and all the auditors ran away
from Mr. Doctor, to see what the matter was. Among
the rest, we went to see; and the case was plain
and short enough. Two English gentlemen, and a
Scotchman, travellers, as we were, were standing
gazing at this prating doctor, and one of them
catched a fellow picking his pocket. The fellow
had got some of his money, for he dropt two or
three pieces just by him, and had got hold of his
watch; but being surprised, let it slip again: but
the reason of telling this story, is for the manage-
ment of it. This thief had his seconds so ready,
that as soon as the Englishman had seized him,
they fell in, pretended to be mighty zealous for the
stranger, take the fellow by the throat, and make a
great bustle; the gentleman not doubting but the
man was secured, let go his own hold of him, and
left him to them. The hubbub was great, and it was
these fellows cried Larron, Larron; but, with a
dexterity peculiar to themselves, had let the right
fellow go, and pretended to be all upon one of their
own gang. At last, they bring the man to the

